THE   QUESTING   BEAST
case, shaped like a heart, that lay on a small shelf by my
mother's bed. I was always attracted by this case and>
when no one was looking, used to hold it and be fond of
it. It was not till I went to school that I was allowed
to look inside. His name was to have been Christopher,
and as such he became a dream playmate to me.
I had many dream playmates as a boy, and my sisters
had dream, families that increased nightly. For hours at
night I, in the next room, could hear my second and third
sisters carrying on the eternal life of their respective dream
families; giving them parties, buying them clothes, and
asking each other's family out to tea.
My fourth sister was born in 1902 and my brother in
1904. I remember the birth of my brother quite distinctly,
as very shortly after he arrived from John Barker's in
London he developed dysentery, and our pet bantams were
all killed to make him chicken broth. At that time we
much preferred the bantams. When my brother was on
his way, I happened to be in my mother's bedroom while
she was changing, when she was suddenly taken ill. Being
five at the time I had enough sense to walk to the door and
turn the key, whereupon I sat down quietly till the sickness
had passed. I am still rather proud of this sympathetic
presence of mind, so I allow myself to quote it. Not that
I remember the instance, but it is one of the very few good
marks that are still quoted on my behalf.
In 1906 my father fought Kidderminster in that fateful
General Election when the Liberal Party swept the country.
It was taken for granted that Kidderminster was a safe
Tory seat, and so, in the very highest spirits and the smartest
clothes, my sisters and I and a governess set off in a brake
to hear the result declared. As we drove through the streets
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